SEEKING ASSOCIATES

its wonderful service and its candelabra of solid gold, I
seem to feel the slums and the mines and the over-
crowded cottages stuffed away under the table."

I reminded Margaret that sh$ was not altogether
innocent of unearned increment.

"But aren't we doing our best to give it back?"
she said.

I was moved to question her. "Do you really
think/31 asked, "that the Tories and peers and rich
people are to blame for social injustice as we have it
to-day? Do you really see politics as a struggle of
light on the Liberal side against darkness on the
Tory?"

"They must know," said Margaret.

I found myself questioning that. I see now that
to Margaret it must have seemed the perversest carp-
ing against manifest things, but at the time I was con-
centrated simply upon the elucidation of her view
and my own; I wanted to get at her conception in the
sharpest, hardest lines that were possible. It was
perfectly clear that she saw Toryism as the diabolical
element in affairs. The thing showed in its hopeless
untruth all the clearer for the fine, clean emotion with
which she gave it out to me. My sleeping peer in the
library at Stamford Court and Eveshain talking
luminously behind the Hartstein flowers embodied the
devil, and my replete citizen sucking at his cigar in
the National Liberal Club, Willie Crampton discuss-
ing the care and management of the stomach over a
specially hygienic lemonade, and Dr. Tumpany in his
aggressive frock-coat pegging out a sort of copyright
in Socialism, were the centre and wings of the angelic
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